'The Tragédy 

He is frankt vp to fatting for his paines, 

God pardon them that are thecaufeofu. 

Ri. A vertuous and Ghriftian-like concluGon, 

Topray for them that haue doneicathto vs. 

gio. So doe I cuer being well aduifed, 

For had I curft, novv I bad curft my feife. 

Catf- Maddam his Maiefty doth call for you : 

A nd for your ncblegrace,and you my Lord. 

G)u. Catesby we corne, Lords will you goe with vs ? 

RÏ. Maddam,we will attend your grace. Exeunt Manet 
Glo. I doe theewrong,andfifft began tobraule, GU, 

T he feeree miichiefe that I fet a broach, 

I lay vnto the greuious charge of others: 

Clarence i whom 1 indeed hauc iayd in d arkneffes 
I doebeweepetoo many fimple gulls: 

Namely,to Haft'mgs ft) arby ftHcki»gkam y 
And fay it was the Quetne, and her allies- 
That ftrires theKingagainftthe Duke my brother. 

Now they beleeue me, and withall wilh me 
To be reuengedon R'mers , Vaughan , Gray, 

But then figh, and with a peece of Scripture, 

Teil therr.jthat God bids vs to doe good for etiill: 

And thusldoathemy naked villany 

With oldoddeendsjftolen out of holy writ, , 

And leeme a Saint,when moft I play the diuell. 
Butfoft,here comesmy exectitioners, Enter executie- 
How now my hardy (fout refolued matcs. 

Are yea not going to difpatch this deed ? 

Exe. We are my Lord,and cometo haue the warrant, 
That.we may bc admitted where heis* 

GU.lt was well thought vpon,I haue it here about me, 
When you haue done, ,repaire toCrosby place, 

Butfirs, be fuddaine in the execution: 

Withall,obdurate; doe not heare him pleade, 

For Clarence is well lpoken,and perhaps 
May motie your hearts to pity.if you markehim* 
iTv?.Tuflh,fêarenot my Lord,we will not ftand toprate, 
Talkers are no goed dbers be affured : 

We come to vfè our handstand not our tongues. 

Glo‘ 


of Richard the ThirJ. 

rli Your eies drop milftones,when foolescies dropteates 
I iilee you Lads,about your bufmeffe. h x™”*' 

Enter Clarence Brokenbury% 

Rro. Why lookes your Grace fo heauily to day - 
Cla. O I hauc paft a milerable night, 

Sofnll of vgly fights, of gaftly dreames : 

That as I am a Chriftian laithfull man, 
j wotild not Ipend another fuch a night. 

■j hou CT h t'were to by a world of happy dayes, 

So fuTl of diimall terrour was the time. 

Bro. What was your dreame?! long to hearè you teil it* 
CU- Mé thoughtI was imbarkt for Burgundy, 

And in my company my brother G heeft er, 

Who from my Cabbin tempted me to walke 
Vpon the batches ,there he lookes towards-^ ngland, 
Andcited vp a thoufand fearefull times, 

Duringthe warresof Torke and Lanka ft ér, 

That had befalten vs: as we paft along, 

Vpon the giddy footing ofthe Hatches, 

Me.thought that Gloecffer ftumbled and in ftumbling 
Strooke me ( that thought to ftay him ) ouer boord 
Into the tumbling billowesof the maine : 

Lord, Lord, methonght what paine it wasto drowne, 
Whatdreadfullnoylëofwaterinmine eares, 

What a fight ofdeath withinmine eyes ; 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wrackes,' 

Ten thoufand men that fifhes gnawed vp n, 

Wedges of Gold, great Anchors, hea- . ofPearle, 
Jneftimable ftones, vnnalued lewels. 

Somelayindead mensSculs, and inthofe holes 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
As ifit.t’were in fcorneof eyes, refieéting gems' 

W hich wade the fiimy bottome of the dee'pe. 

And mokt the dead bones that lay fcatred by. 

Brok. Had you fuchleafnre in the time ot dcatb, 
f o gaz.e vpon the (êcrets of the deepe ? 

CU. Me thought I had : for fttll the enuious Good - 
Kept in my 1‘oule , and would not let it foorth, 

■* 0 keepe the empty, vaft, and wandring ayrc, 

Eut 



































































































